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TRIO.— WiLL1AM, Ros1NA, and PHEBRE. 


WV HEN the roſy morn appearing, 


Paints with gold the verdant lawn; 
Bees on banks of thyme diſporting, 
Sip the dew, and hail the morn, | 


Warbling birds, the day proclaiming, 
Carol 'weet the lively ſtrain ; 
They forſake their leafy dwelling, 
To ſecure the golden grain. 


See content the humble gleaner, 
Take the ſcatter'd ears that fall; 
. Nature, all her children viewing, 


Kindly bounteous cares for all. 


o 
AI R.— Pier, 5 


WHEN William at eve meets me down at the flile, 
How ſweet is the Nightingale's ſong! | 

Of the day I forget all the labour and toil, _ 
Whilſt the moon plays yon branches among : 
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Buy her beams, without bluſhing, I hear him complain, 
And believe every word of his ſong ; 


You know not how ſwert tis to love the dear ſwain, 
Whulſt the moon plays yon branches among. 


0 ——— 


AIR. 


4» | THE morn returns in ſaffron dreſt, 
| But not to fad Roſina reſt: - 
The bluſhing morn awakes the ſtrain, 
Awakes the tuneful choir ; 
But fad Roſina ne'er again. | > 
Shall ſtrike the ſprightly lyre. | 


ROS INA. 


— 
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AIR. 


SEE, ye ſwains, yon ſtreaks of red, 

Call you from your flothful bed; 

| >4 Late you till'd the frui ful ſoil, 

| See! where harveſt crowns your toil? 
Cuno of REAPHRS. 

| Late you till'd the truitiul ſoil, 

| See! where harveſt crowns your toil ! 


RusSTIC. 


DDr l 


As ye reap the golden corn, 
| : Laughing Plenty fills her horn; 
B What would gilded pomp avail, 
Should the Peaſant's labour fail ? 


Ripen'd fields your cares repay, 
Son of labour, haſte away; 
Bending, ſee the waving grain, 
Crown the year, and chear the ſwain. 
— Cu OR USt. 
Bending, fee the waving grain, 
Crown the year, and chear the ſwain. 


e e * 3 . P . — 
* 


AIR 


r . 


. 


„„ EE 
A 1 R. — - ELVIL LE. 


HER mouth, which a ſmile, 
Devoid of all guile, 
5 Half opens to view, 
Is the bud of the roſe, 
In the morning that blows, 
Impearl'd with the dew. 
More fragrant her breath, 
Than the flower-ſcented heath, 
At the dawning of day; 
The hawthorn in bloom, 
The lilly's perfume, | 
Or the bloſſoms of May. 
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AIR CAT. BELVIILE. 


BY dawn to the downs we repair, 
With hoſoms right jocund and gay, 
nd = more than pheaſant or hare— 
ain health by the ſports of the day. 
Mark ! mark! to the right hand repair— 
See Diana !—ſhe points! ſee they riſe— 
See they float on the boſom of air 
Fire away ! whilſt loud echo replies— 
| | Fire away. 
Hark the volley reſounds to the ſkies, 
Whilſt echo in thunder replies, 
In thunder replies, 
And reſounds to. the ſkies, 
Fire away! Fire away! Fire away. 
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DUE 1. and PHOEBF. 


WILLIAM. | 
I'VE kiſs'd and I've prattled to fifty fair maids, 
And chang'd 'em as oft d'ye lee! | 
But ot all the fair maidens that dance on the green, 
a The maid of the mill for me. fs 
by: | Pn 
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There's fifty young men have told me fine tales, 
And call'd me the faireſt ſhe, Fo 

But of all the gay wreſtlers that ſport on the 
Young Harry's the lad for me. 
WILLIAM. | 
Her eyes are as black as the, floe in the hedge, 
Her face hke the bloſſoms in May; 
Her teeth are as white as the new {horn flock, 
Fer breath like the new made hay. 
PHCBE. 
He's tall and he's ſtrait as the poplar tree, 
His cheeks are as red as the roſe; | 
He looks like a ſquire of high degree, | ; 
When dreſt 1n his Sunday cloaths. 


AIR. 


WHILST wich village maids. I ſtray. 
Sweetly wears the joyous day; 
Cheer ful giows my artleſs breaſt, 
Mild content the conſtant gueſt. 
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AIR.—-—CaPr. BELvitis * 


FROM flower to flower gay roving, 
The wanton butterfly, be Ke 
Does nature's charms deſcry * 

From flower to flower gay roving, 

The wanton butterfly 


On waving wings high mountin 

| It chance ſome child — . 
Forſakes the ba my dues: 

n waving wings high mounting, 


0 If chance ſome child purſues 1 
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Thus wild. and ever changing, _ 


A ſportive butterfly, 

I mock the winning figh: 
Sull wild and ever changing, 
A ſportive butterfly. 


AI R.— 
BY this ſountain's flow'ry ſide, 


Dreſt in nature's blooming pride; 
Where the poplar trembles high, _ 
And the bees in cluſters fly; 
Whilſt the herdſman on the hill, 
Liſtens to the falling rill; * * 
Pride and cruel ſcorn away, 
Let us ſhare the feſtive dax. 
RosINA and BELVILLE. 
Taſte our pleaſures ye who may, 
This 1s nature's holiday: | 
Simple nature ye who prize, 
Life's fantaſtic forms deſpiſe. | 
3 CHORUS. | 
Taſte our pleaſures ye who may, 
This is . holiday. ME 
CAaeTAIN. BELVILLE. 
Bluſhing Bell with down-cafſt eyes, 
Sighs, and knows not why ſhe ſighs? 
Tom is by her—we ſhall know 
How he eyes her - Ist not ſo? 
CHORUS. 
Taſte our pleaſures ye who may, 
This is nature's holiday. | 
WILLIAM. 
He is fond, and ſhe is ſhy; 
He would kiſs her! —Fie !—O Fie! 
Mind thy fickle, let her be, 
By and by ſhe Il follow thee. 


BELVILLE, 
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Buy cenſors, hence, away, | 
This is nature's holiday. - : 
+. : Rusrie and Dorcas. 5 
= - Now we'll quaff the nut-brown ale, 
1 Then we'll tell the ſportive tale; 
78 All is jeſt and all is glee, 
io All 1s youthful jollity. 
4 | CHoRUS. ; 
by: * Taſte our pleaſures ye who may, 
E | This 1s nature's holiday. 
Ef | i . 
4 | A CT: II. 
AIR Ros iN A. 
| F SWEET tranſports, gentle wiſhes, go! 
In vain his charms have gained my heart, 
| | * Since fortune, ſtill to love a foe, | 
'F - And cruel duty bids up part: f 
1 Ah! why does duty chain the mind, 3 
1 And part thoſe ſouls, which love has joined. - 
1 1 
| | AIR PRT. : 
* HENRY cull'd the flow'ret's bloom, I 
| Marian lov'd the ſoft perfume, | ; 
| Had playful kiſt, but prudence near, 


Whiſpered timely in her ear, 
„Simple Marian, ah! beware, » | 
Touch them not, for love is there.” ; 


AIR. 
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AIR —— WILLIAM. 


4 WHEN bidden to the wake or fair, 
The joy of each free-hearted ſwain, 
Till Phoebe promiſed to be there, 
I loiter'd laſt of all the train. 


If chance ſome fairing caught her eye, B 
The ribbon gay or filken glove, 

With eager haſte I ran to buy, 
For what is gold compar'd with love ? 


My poſy on her-boſom plac'd, 
| Could Harry's ſweeter ſcents exhale! 
Her auburn locks my ribbon grac'd, 

And flutter'd in the wanton gale. 


With ſcorn ſhe hears me now complain, 
Nor can my ruſtic preſents move, 
Her heart prefers a richer ſwain, 
And gold, alaſs! has bamiſhed love. 
— — 


WILLIAM and PHOGBE., 


* 


DUET. 


IN gaudy courts with aching heart, 
The great at fortune rail; 

The hills may higher honours claim, 

But peace is in the vale. 


| WILLIAM. 
See high born dames in rooms of fate, 
» | With midnight revels pale; 
þ No youth admires their fading charms, 
For beauty's in the vale. 
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Amid he Thad 8 1 
mid the es the virgin's 
Add fragtance to the gale; | a 
So they that will may take — hill, 
Since beauty's in the vale, ; 


9 
Ban en. 


ERE bright Roſima met my eyes, 

How peaceful paſs d the joyous day! 
In rural ſports I gain'd the prize, 

Each virgin liſten'd to my lay. 


But now no more I touch the lyre, 

No more the ruſtic ſports can pleaſe; 
I live the ſlave of fond defire, 

Loſt to my ſelf, to mirch, and caſe. 


The tree that in a happier hour, 
Its boughs extended o'er the plain, 

When blaſted by the lightning's power, | 
Nor charms the eye, nor thades the fwain. 


ROS IN A. 
Lienr as thiſtle” s down moving, which a on the air, 
Sweet gratitude” s debt to this cottage I bear; | 
Of autumn's rich ſtore | bring home my part, 
The weight on my head, but gay joy in my heart, 
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DOSH? BELVILLE and ROSINA. 


BELVILLE. 
FOR you my ſweet maid, nay be not afraid, 
I feel As affection that yet wan s a name. 
OSINA. 
When ſirſt but in vain I ſeek to ex lain, 
* but mult love you? I bluſh, fear, and ſhame, 
BELVILLE, 


ot 


( 44 0} 
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Why thus timid, Roſina? flill ſafe by my fide, 
Let me be your guardian, protector, and guide. 
ROSINA. 


My timid heart pants—ſflill ſafe by your ſide, 
Be you my protector, my guardian. my guide. 


B ELVI LIE. 


How bleſt, my fair, Who on thy face, 
Uncheck'd by fear, may fondly gaze! 
Who when he breathes the tender ſigh, 


Beliolds no anger in thine eye. 


Ah, then, what joys await the ſwain, 
Who ardents pleads, nor pleads in vain; 
Whoſe voice with rapture all divine, 
Secure may ſay, This heart is mine! 


On 
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FINALE.— BELVILLE and. Carr. BELVILLE. 


TO bleſs, and to be bleſſed, be ours, 

Whate'er our rank, whate'er our poweis; 

On ſome her gifts kind fortune ſhowers, 
Who reap, like us, in this rich ſcene: 


Yet thoſe who taſte her bounty lels, 
The ſigh malevolent repreſs, 
And loud the feeling ble bleſs, 
Which ſomething leaves for want to glean. 


RoSINA. 


How bleſt am 1! ſupremely bleſt, : 

Since Belville all his ſoul expreſt, 

And fondly claſp'd me to his breaſt; | 
I now may I chang'd the ſcene! 
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Bat ne'er can I forget the day, 
When, all to want and woe a prey, 
Soft py ng his ſoul to ſay, 
* Unfeeling Ruſtic let her glean.” | 


RusTic, DoRCc As, WILLIAM and PHOBF4 


The hearts you glad, your own diſplay, 
The heav'ns ſuch goodneſs muſt repay, 
An! bleſt through many a ſummer's day 
Full crops you'll reap in this rich ſcene: 


And O! when ſummer's joys are o'er, 
And autumn yields its fruits no more, 
New bleſſings be there yet in flore, 

For winter's fober hours to glean,” 
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QLEEP on my Kathleene dear, 
May peace poſſeſs thy breaſt, _ 

Yet doſt thou 2 thy Dermot's here, 
Deprived of peace and reſt; 
The bird: ſing ſweet the morning breaks, 
Thoſe joys are none to me; 
Tho' — is fled poor Dermot wakes, 
To none but love and thee. 


DERMOT. 


N 


O 


AIR. Dax. 


DEAR Kathleene you no donbt 
Find ſleep how very ſweet tis, 
Dogs bark and cocks * crow'd out, 
You never dream how late 'tis; 
This Morning gay, I poſt away, 
To have with you a little play, 
On two legs rid, along to bid 
Good: morrow to your night cap. 
| > "Uk 
Laſt night a little browſy, _ 
With whiſkey, ale, and cyder, 
I alk'd young Betty Blowlſy, | 
To let me ſit beſide her; Her 
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Darby. Another I'll wed this night if I can; 


(14 ) 


Her anger roſe, as ſour as ſloes, _ 1 
The little Gipſey cock'd her noſe, 
Vet here I've rid, along to bid 
Good - morrow to your night- cap. 


7 * 
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AIR. 
SINCE love is the plan, 


I'll love if I can, | 
But firſt let me tell you what ſort of a man; 

In addreſs how complete, 

And his dreſs ſpruce and neat, ' 
But no matter his height, ſo its over five feet; 

In chat briſk and witty, | 7 =S t 

His eyes Il] think pretty, No 3 
If ſparkling with pleaſure whenever we meet, E 

| If ſparkling with pleaſure, cke. 

In chat briſk and witty, &c. | b 
. II | | l 


Tho' gentle he be, 

His man he ſhould ſee, | 
Yet never be conquer'd by any but me; 

In a fong bear a bob, [ 

Ina lat, a hob nob, © 

Yet drink of Iris reaſon, his noddle ne'er rob; 

This is my Fancy, | 

If ſuch a man can ſee, TS, - 
I'm his, if he's mine, until then I am free. | 

I'm his, &c. | 


KATHLEENE. 


DUET. 


Kath. Out of my ſight or I'll box your ears, 
Darby. Tl fit you ſoon tor your jibes and your jeers; 
Kath. I'll cock my cap at a ſmart young man, 


DaRBY and KATHLEENE, 


* Kath, 


* 
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1.560) 


Kath. In courtſhip funny, | - {21h 
Darby. One ſweet as honey. | 
Kath. You drone, _ | 
Darby. No Kate I'm your humble bee, 
Kath ] Go dance you dog with your fiddle de dee, 
00” For a ſprightly jig is the tune for me. 
Both, ] Go dance you dog with you fiddle de dee, 
0. For a ſprightly jig is the tune for me. 


Kath. Like fweet milk turn'd, now ſeems my love, 


Darby. The fragrant roſe does a nettle prove, 
Kath. Sour Curds I taſte tho* ſweet: cream I chuſe, 
Darby. And with a nettle I ſting my nole; _ 

| In courtſhi ip funny, &. 
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Al R.—=—NoRAn. | 
THE meadows look chearful, the birds ſweetly ſing, 
So gayly they carrol the praiſes of ſpring; 


Tho' nature rejoices, poor Norah ſhall mourn, 
Until her dear Patrick again ſhall return. 
7 II 


Ve laſſes of Dublin, ah, hide your gay charms, _ 
Nor lure her dear Patrick from Norah's fond arms, 
Tho' ſattins and ribbons and laces are fine, 
They hide not a heart with ſuch feeling as mine. 
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1 PAT R 10k. 


HOW happy the Soldier who lives on his pay, 
And ſpends half. a- crown out of {ix-pence a day; 
Vet ſears neither juſtices, warrants, or bums, 

But pays all his Debts "_ _ roll of his Drums. 
He cares not a Marvedy how the world goes, 
His king finds him quarters and money and dloaths K 
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He laughs at all ſorrow whenever it comes, | 


And rattles away with the roll of his drums. 
| III. 

The drum is his glory, his joy and delight, 

It leads him to pleaſure as well as to Rats; 

No girl when ſhe hears it, tho' ever fo glum, 

But packs up her tatters. and follows the drum. 


— — 
AIR. 
THE wealthy fool with gold in ſtore, 


Will ſtill deſire to grow richer; 
Give me but theſe I aſk no more, 


PATRICK. - .-- 


My charming girl, my friend, and pitcher. — 


=o friend ſo rare, my girl ſo fair, 

ith ſuch what mortal can be richer, 

Give me but theſe, a fig for care, | 

With my ſweet girl, my friend and pitcher. 
„ 8 : 

Tho' fortune ever ſhuns my door, 

I know not what can bewitch her, 


With all my e hymns rail rue) 
With my ſweet girl, my friend and pitcher, — 


My friend ſo rare, &c. 
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DUE T. 
A ROSE Tree full in bearing, 


Had ſweet flowers fair to ſee, 
One roſe beyond comparing, 
For Beauty attratted me; 
Tho' eager once to win it, 
Lovely blooming, freſh and gay, 
I find a Canker in it, 

And now throw it far away. 


PATRICK and NoRAn- 
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617 
How fine this morning early, 
All ſun-ſhiney clear and bright, 
So late J lov'd you dearly, 
Tho' loſt now each fond delight ; Bb ret 1003 
The clouds ſeem big with ſhowers, 
Sunny beams no more are ſeen, 
Farewell ye happy hours, 
Your falſhood has chang'd the Scene. 

The clouds ſeem big, &c. 
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SONG. DARBv. 


HO! late I was plump, round and jolly, 
I now am as thin as a rod, 
Oh! Love, is the cauſe of my folly, 
And now I lie under a ſod. DT 
Sing ditherum doodle, - + | | 
Nagedy, nagety, iragety rum. 
And gooſetherum fobdle, | 
Fidgety, hdgety, nige. 
II. 
Dear Kathleene then why: did you flout me, 
A lad that's fo coſey and warm, 
Oh! every thing handſome about me, 
My cabin and 1 little farm; 
Sing ditherum, &c. 
III. 
What tho' I. have ſcrap'd up no money, 
No duns at my chamber attend, 
On Sunday I ride on my poney, 
And ftill have a bit for: a 88 | 
Sing ditherum, &c. 
(ET 4333. vio HW DNS it 244 The 
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1 The cock courts his hens all around me, 
i The ſparrow, the pigeon, the dove; 
if Oh! how all this courting confounds me, 
1 When I look and 1 think of my love; 
l 1 F Sing ditherum, &c. 
Wy 5 98 — 
. | Po | | l 
13:38 
410108 RES | AIX. PATRICK. 


THO" Leixflip is proud of its cloſe ſhady bowers, 


$144 

3: 

11: Its clear falling waters, its murm'ring caſcades, 
N Its groves of fine Myrtle, its beds of ſweet flowers, 
14:58 Its lads fo well dreſt, and its neat pretty maids ; 
wh As each his own village will ſtill make the moſt of, 

il In praiſe of dear Carton, I hope I'm not wrong, 
it Dear Carton containing what Kingdoms may boaſt of, 
VR Tis Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my ſong. 

i e Hom eg) - Dear Carton containing, &c. 
if Be Gentlemen fine, with their ſpurs and nice boots on, 
| # | Their horſes to ſtart on the Curragh of Kildare, 
Kit Or dance at a ball with their Sunday new ſuits on, 
11 5 Lac d waiſtcoats, white gloves, and their nice pow- 
0. _ der'd hair, * 

FT; Peor Pat while ſo bleſt in his mean humble ſtation, 
11 For gold or for Acres he never ſhall long; 

BL1/3K N One ſweet ſmile can give him the wealth of a nation, 
Li | From Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my ſong. 

Hh | One ſweet ſmile can give him, &c. 
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THE Spring wich bang face is ſeen, 1 0 


VM To ufher in the Mayr, 
Fil And nature clad in mantle green, 
40 - All ſprigg d wich flow rets gay; The 


I ( 49 ) 
The feather'd ſongſters of the grove, | 
| Then join in harmony 
And love—the ſongſters of the grove,” 
Then join in harmony. 0 
r 2 1 
The Lark that ſoaring cleaves the ſky, 
Lo builds her humble neſt, F | 
The rambling boy that finds the Pri rec 
Is ſure ſupremely bleſt; | 
For when the tuneful bird is flown, . - _ | 
le haſtes and marks it for his own. For &e, 
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Dear Sir, this brown jug, that now foams with mild Ale, 
Out of which I now drink to ſweet Kate of the vale; © 
Was once Toby Fillpot, a thirſty old foul, 
As e'er crack d a bottle or fathom'd a bowl; 
In boozing about *twas his praiſe to excell, | 
And amongſt jolly topers he bore off the bell. 
3 He bore off the bell, &c. 
It chanc'd as in Dog. days he fat at bis caſe, 
In his flow'r-woven arbour as gay as you pleaſe; 
Wich a friend and a pipe puffing ſorruw away, 
And with honeſt old * was ſoaking his . 
His breath-doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And he died full as big as a Dorcheſter butt, 
EL . „ KC, 
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His body when long in the ground it had lain, | 
And time into clay had reſolv'd it again, 
A potter found out in his covert 10 ** | 
And with part of fat Toby, he form'd this brown jug; 
9 No ſacred to friendſhip, and mirth, and brown Ale, 
So here's to my lovely ſweet Kate of the Vale. 
DEF IHAYJC Sweet Kate of the vale: &c. 
AIR. 
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=_ - YOU know I'm your prieſt, and your conſcience is mine, 
0 And if you ou wicked, tis not a'good-{ign; | 
But leave off your raking and marry a wile, 
1 And then my dear Darby you're ſettled for life; 
| Sing a Ballynamona Oro, Ballynamona Oro, 
it ; Ballynamona Oro, a good merry. wedding for me. 
. The banns being publiſh'd. to chapet we go, 
The bride and the bridegroom in coats white as ſnow; 
So modeſt her air, and ſo ſheepiſh your look, 
You out with your ting and I open my book, 
Sing Ballyamona oro, &c. "EE f 
| r | 
J thumb out the place, and, I then read away 
She bluſhes at love and ſhe whiſpers abey; : 11 
Lou take her dear hand to ee to . 3 
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I ſhut up the book and I pocket the gold. 


1010 Sing Ballynamona oro, Bally namona oro + - 
mo  Ballynamona oro, The little ſnug Guinea for me. 
= The neighbours wiſh joy to the bridegroom and bride, 
te! The pipers before, as ybu march fide by ſide. 
1 A plentiful/ dinner gives mirth to each face, 
105 The Piper plays up, myſelf I ſay grace. 
10 Sing Ballynamona oro, Ballynamona oro, | 
| | Ballynamona oro, A gook vending dinner for me. 
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The joke now goes round and the ſtocking is thrown, 
. I ̃ be curtains are drawn, and you're both left alone, 
om "Tis then my good boy I believe you're at home, 
+ i And hey for a chriſt'ning——at nine months to come, 
| Sing Ballynamona oro, Ballynamona oro, 
Bally namona oro, A good merry chriſt 'ning for me. 
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FATHER Luk E, DERMOT, 
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. DarBy, and KATHLEENE,, _;  -- 
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Kathlecene. . YOU the point may carry, f 
If awhile you tarry, | 


But for you, I tell you true, 
No, you I'll never marry. 


Cnonkus. , You the point may carry, &c. 


Der mot. Care our ſouls diſowning, 
Punch our ſorrows drowning, wa 
Laugh and love, and ever prove, 
Joys our wiſhes crowning, 


Care our ſouls diſowning, c. 


Derby. To the church I'll hand her, 
Then thro' the world I'll wander, 
I'll fob and ſigh, until I die, 
poor forſaken Gander. 


— * . 


To the church I'll hand her, &c. 


. Father Luke. Each pious prieſt ſince Moſes, 


One mighty truth diſcloſes, | 

FPFPuoou're never vext, if this his text, 

Oo fuddle all your noſes; 5 
Fach pious prieſt, &c. 
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DARBY. : 


SINCE Kathleene has proved fo untrue, ri tol, &c, 
Poor Darby, ah, what can you do ? tol lol, &c. 

No longer I'll ſlay here a clown, tol, &c. 

But fell off, and gallop to toon; fol, cc. 
T'll, dreſs. and I'll ſtrut with an Air, fol de rol, &e. 
The Bacber ſhall twiggle my hair, tol de rol, &c. 
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ES YOU know I'm your prieſt, and your conſetence is mine, 
And if you ou wicked, tis not a good ſign 


But leave off your raking and marry a wiſe, 
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The bride and the bridegroom in coats e 
So modeſt her air, and ſo ſheepiſh your look, 


| . And then my dear Darby you're ſettled for life; 
$131 Sing a Ballynamona Oro, Ballynamona' Oro, 
418 Ballynamona Oro, a good merry wedding for me. 
| 1 3 * jp g 150 b 1101 G | 
| The banns being publiſh'd. to chapet We $0, wh. 
if ite as ſnow; 
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| | You out with your ring and I open my book, 

i Sing Ballyamona oro, &c. 21 15 : 

N eee. f 
ll! J thumb out the place, and, I then read away 4 
HATE * She bluſhes at love and the whiſpers bj {+ * 
5 Jou take her dear hand to have, and to hold, 4510 26 i ; 

1 5 J ſhut up the book and I pocket the gold. 


1 Sing Ballynamona oro, Bally namona oro, . 
| | Ballynamona oro, The little ſnug"Guinea for me. 
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Lil | The neighbours wiſh joy to the bridegroom and bride, 
bf The pipers before, as ybu march fide by ſide. 


. A plentiful dinner gives mirth to each fac, 
The Piper plays up, myſelf 1 ſay grace. H E. | 

— „1 Is Ballynamona oro, Ballynamona oro. 
LR I Ballynamona oro, A goog welding dinner for me. 
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KV HY The joke now goes round and the ſtocking is thrown, 
1116 The curtains are drawn, and you're both left alone, 
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© *Tis then my good boy I believe you're at home, 
N And hey for a chriſt ning at nine months to come, 
1 Sing Ballynamona oro, Ballynamona oro, 


4 .* i _ Ballynamonaoro, A good merry chriſt ning for me. 
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Kathleene. . YOU the point may carry, 3 
| If awhile you tarry, _ 8 3 
But for you, I tell you true, + Io 


No, you Ill never marry. 
Cuno us. You the point may carry, &c. 


Dermot. Care our ſouls diſowning, 
Punch our ſorrows drowning, 
Laugh and love, and ever prove, 
Joys our wiſhes crowning. 
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Care our ſouls diſowning, &c. 


Derby. To the church I'll hand her, 3 Fe 
Then thro' the world TY wander, 
Il fob and ſigh, until I die, 
. . EE e Gander... 1,5 
. Io the church Ill hand her, &c. 


Father Lale. Each pious prieſt ſince Moſes, 


One mighty: truth diſcloſes, + 
| 11 Youre never vext, if this his text, 
Oo tucdle all your noſes; EMT 


Each pious prieſt, &c. | 
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DARBY. : 
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SINCE Kathleene has proved fo untrue, ri tol, &c. 
Poor Darby, ah, what can you de tol lol, cc. 
No longer III ſtay here a clown, tol, &c. 

But fell off, and gallop to town; fol, cc. 
T'll, dreſs and I'll ſtrut with an Air, fol de rol, &e. 
The Bacber ſhall twiggle my hair, tol de rol, &c. 
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In town- I ſhall cut a 1 daſh, ri tol, "os 
75 how ſhall I compaſs the cali? ß 
min perhaps 1 
With card; I' can take the flats in, © 
4 teuddle falſe dice, and their nick dd. 
If found out I ſhall only be kick d, tol de rol, &c. 


III. 
But firſt for to get a great name, ri tol, &c. 


A duel eſtabliſh my fame; 


To my man then a challenge I'll write, 

But firſt I'll be ſure he won't fight; . 
We'll ſwear not to part till we fall, 

n ſhoot without PRINT and the Devil a ball, tol, &c. 
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ungr, Nox an, PATRICK, KATHLEENE, Dax. 


5 FATHER LUKE, and Nagncor. 


Fitzroy. WHAT true ſelicity. 1 ſhall find, 
f When theſe are join'd by formne kind, 
How pleaſing to me, ſo happy to fee, 
Such virtue and merit rewarded. 


Norah. No future ſorrow can grieve us, 


If you will pleaſe to forgive us, 
To each kind friend, thus we lowly bend, 
- Your pardon that gain'd, we're delighted. 


CHORU s. No furure d Kc. 
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Darby. "You impudent Huſſey, a pretty rate, 


Fath. Luke. Now Darby upon my ſalvation, 


Dermot. The devil a bit a'me cares a bean, 
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Kathleene. er. love my wiſhes has granted, 
et the dear lad that I wanted, 


Leu eas d with a duke, when good father Luke, 
o my own little Dermot has 3oin'd me. 


This love my wilhez, &c. © 


Of love you prate, but hark you Kate, 
Your dear little lad, will find that his pad, 
Has got a nice Kick—1in her Gallop. 


You merit excommunication, 
In love but agree, and ſhortly you'll fee, 
In marriage I'll ſoon tie you all up. ' 


For neat and clean, we'll both be ſeen, 
_ Myſelf and my laſs, next Sunday at Mals, 
And there we'll be coupled for ever. 


Patrick. The Laurel I've won in the field, Sir, 
Vet now in garden I yield Sir, 
Nor think it a ſhame, your mercy to claim, 
Your mercy 's my ſword and my ſhield, Sir. 


5 Chorus 7) The Laurel and Bays, revive by your praiſe, 


Our poet ſolicits your F ; | 
Chorus of 5 of Then be not ſevere, with your _—_ you 
can chear, 
The poſies of your Covent-Garden. 


GENERAL CHORUS. 


Women. 


The Laurel and Bays, revive by our rale, 
Our poet ſolicits, &c. og , 
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